Will He? 


Author: pearljammed 


Bands: Alice in Chains 


Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Layne Staley, William DuVall 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Wed Feb 28 2018 09:39:25 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


| got knots all up in my chest 


Author's Notes: 

Hey y'all, sorry for being quiet. I've had a really bad time recently and this is sort of a vent write. 

Highly suggest listening to will he by joji Thats where the title came from. I'm sorry if this isn't good, but this 
has been sitting in my drafts for awhile, so | thought maybe some of you would like to see this. 


Implied Jerry/Layne in this. 


"Hey, Layne." 


Jerry stared at Layne longingly. Waiting for him to say something back. He looks cold, tired and worn. He could 


feel the deep sorrow within him and he knew he was aching. 
"| know that it's been awhile, since we've talked" 


He whispered to himself, going to reach out to touch the more fragile man, before stopping himself. He knew 


Layne was like glass at this point, so fragile and one wrong move, he could be broken 


"The band misses you." He murmurs, and he could feel Layne eyeroll and sigh, turning away from him and 
Jerry pushes down the anger bubbling inside him. "| miss you too, you know. It's not just Sean and Mike." He 
leans back a little, a frown on his face. 


He could feel eyes on him. Sorrowful, pity and alone. Alone. 


"I just want to make sure you're okay." He whispers. It's so soft and Layne continues to give him the cold 


shoulder. Why does Layne ignore him? Why is he so distant? He wasn't like this before. 
The anger bubbles up in his throat. It feels like acid. It burns. Jerry pushes it down. 


Layne used to be so warm and loving, and kind, and Jerry thought he was an angel, from somewhere else. It 


makes Jerry's heart ache with compassion for him. But that changed one day. 


He remembers pushing Layne away and isolating himself and yelling at him for being so fucking selfish, and it 


wasn't Layne who was the selfish one. 
No, no, god no. 

Layne wasn't selfish. 

Jerry was selfish. 

So, so, so selfish. 


He's come to realize it now. He's come to realize that Jerry was the asshole and Layne was.. Layne was 


something else. An angel. A dark one. But still so beautiful. 
It makes Jerry's eyes sting. 
"Please just say something." 


He whimpers desperately, putting his hands against Layne's stiff shoulders. He feels cold and he feels the 


tension grow stronger. 
"Please talk to me, Layne." 
Silence, again. 


Then the anger punches Jerry straight in the chest, and it takes over, and his fingers tighten on cold, rough 
skin It used to be soft. Its not soft anymore. 


"Why did you fucking do that?" 


Jerry's voice is tight, feeling his eyes gloss over with tears as he tries to restrain himself from breaking. He 


won't crack. He can't crack. He has to be strong. 
"Why did you do that? Why would you ever fucking do that?" 
He whispers, longing for answers. Answers that will never come. 


His fingers drag down cold stone. Cold, dry, rough stone. He feels his heartbeat in his ears, closing his eyes as 


tears squeeze out of them. "You were such a fucking idiot, but you were mine," he sobbed. It's so desperate. 
"Please come back, Layne, | miss you so fucking much," He hiccups, and he felt a warm hand on his shoulder. 


Jerry doesn't resist, opening cloudy eyes. He feels like a child He feels like a toddler who just lost something 
important and now he's upset because he can't get it back. It's broken It's lost forever. 


"Come on, man" 
William. 
William rubs his back, and Jerry surges forward, arms desperately hugging his torso and Jerry cries. 


It's so loud, and he hears William hushing him and telling him that it's okay. H's okay and Layne is probably 
somewhere better than here. And Jerry tries to believe it. He tries to believe it. 


"Why, William?" He sniffs, and he feels William shake his head. "I don't know, man. | really don't know." He 
whispers, resting his head on top of his and Jerry sobs into his chest. 


He watches William on stage as he sings songs that Layne wrote. He knows William is an amazing singer. He 


knows William is an amazing guy in general. But his mind wishes it were Layne. 
He misses Layne so fucking much. 


He's not Layne. He knew that. Jerry has come to accept that. And he cares about William a lot. He knows the 
other guys do, too. 


But a knot sometimes appears when he thinks about Layne, and he usually thinks about good times with Layne, 
but he remembers the day that Layne died and Jerry thought it was a bad dream. Jerry thought it wasn't 


real. 


I+ was real. 


He remembers hearing Layne's laugh in his ears for days and hearing his voice, and remembering Layne and 


him just writing songs together and joking around and how it ended so easily. 
Jerry is such a fucking selfish, stupid idiot. He took it for granted. 


He took the love of his life for granted. 


